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Two pretty blondes are in a garage 
surrounded by a range of vehicles. 
There are various motor bikes, a 
fat-tyred cross-country motor 
trike, a ride-on motor mover, etc. 
The girls appear to have been 
servicing these vehicles. They are 


WORK EXPERIENCE 
FOR SUE AND PAULA 


holding spanners and are liberally 
smeared in oily grease. They are 
also not wearing very much. Each 
girl in fact is wearing only a 
skimpy pair of brief loose-legged 
white knickers. They are 


otherwise nude and the extended 


areas of bare flesh are liberally 
daubed in this black oily grease. 
Their pert tits for instance are 
smeared in it. 


To one side a man is standing. A 
man with a stubbly beard ... and a 


heavy two-tongued leather tawse 
in his hand. 


The girls names are Paula and Sue. 


They have left school two months 
ago but have not been able to get 
proper jobs. Whatthey are doing is 


Work Experience. 


Paula Newton and Susan Wentford 
were standing in front of Mr Sibley in 
his office. He was their Headmaster, or 
had been until a month ago when they 
had left school. Now here they were 
back again, and of course feeling very 
much like schoolgirls once more. 


Before they had left school Mr Sibley 
had advised them about Work 


Experience. 


scheme now 


‘Its a very useful 


available to school-leavers who can't 
manage to get a job right away. You get 
paid your unemplyment money but 
are also taken on by an employer who 
in effect creates a job for you. So you 
get experience of doing a real job and 
that is very useful. It’s a big help to 
have on your record that you have 
actually worked rather than just been 
unemployed. It shows that you can 
handle the discipline of holding down 
a job. Putting in the proper hours, 
doing sometimes unpleasant things, all 


of that.’ 

Mr Sibley had said this to Paula and Sue 
and the others leaving school this 
summer just before the end ofterm. At 
that time of course they were all 
hopeful of getting jobs, although you 
knew because of the job situation that 
this was unlikely. Some of them 
probably wouldn’t. Probably those 
who didn’t do very well in their GCEs. 
Paula and Sue hadn’t done well at all. 
They should have worked harder of 
course because neither of them was 


stupid. But they were both very good- 
looking girls, both pretty blondes, and 
for pretty girls there is always more 
temptation. Boys are after them, 
wanting to take them out. Wanting to 
get into their knickers. Unless she is 
strong-willed a girl can be flattered 
and distracted by all the attention. 


So neither ofthem had so far managed 
to get a job. In that case Mr Sibley had 
told them, they were to get in touch 
and he would see what he could do. 


And here they were, back in his office 
on this Monday morning for thi 
appointment he had arranged. Both 
girls feeling a bit awkward and 
embarrassed. Because they hadn’t 
been able to get jobs of course, but 
also that same uncertain and awkward 
feeling you always used to get when 
summoned into his presence. Which 
you had thought was all over and done 
with but instead — here you were 
again. 


Gilbert Sibley thought he could fix 
them up. Well, in fact he knew he 
could fix them up. Paula and Sue had 
been just about the best-looking girls 
in their year. Good-looking and also 
with very shapely figures. It was never 
going to be a problem finding them 
Work Experience positions, 
employers always liked pretty girls 
with shapely figures. Although giving 
them proper jobs with their poor 
academic records was something else. 
But for Work Experience good- 
lookers like Paula Newton and Susan 
Wentford could pick and choose. 
Although they didn’t know this, and 
anyway a girl needed her 
Headmaster’s recommendation. 


Gilbert Sibley knew where he was 
going to place them. 


Tve got somewhere in mind. Do 
either of you know anything about 
engines? Cars and motorbikes etc.’ 


Paula said, ‘Ah no, not really.’ Which 
went for Sue as well. They had both 
been thinking of office jobs: an estate 
agent, something like that. Where you 
could wear smart clothes and make- 
up, look glamorous and had all the 
male staff and customers getting 
interested. But not — motorbike 
engines? 


they were both very good-looking 
girls, both pretty blondes, and for 
pretty girls there is always more 
temptation. Boys are after them, 
wanting to take them out. Wanting 
to get into their knickers. 


‘Experience isn’t necessary. You can 
learn, and you'll be learning a new 
skill. Pm talking about working as 
mechanics, in a garage. Not the most 
glamorous of jobs for a girl but 
something a future employer will be 
very impressed with. Being able to 
handle a dirty manual job is bound to 
impress, whereas any good-looking 
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girl can look OK in an office. All she’s 
got to do is smile and stick her boobs 
out.’ 


What you need my girl is your 
knickers taking down. To have 
your bare bottom given a good 
spanking. 


Paula flushed. Mr Sibley sometimes 
said things like that. Once when he 
hadn’t been happy with her work he 
had said, ‘What you need my girl is 
your knickers taking down. To have 
your bare bottom given a good 
spanking. It’s really a pity that sort of 
thing’s isn’t easier to dish out 
nowadays.’ 


Yes Mr Sibley would say things like 


that. Another girl had said, ‘He 
undresses you when he looks at you.’ 
But when they were at school 
obviously nothing was going to 
happen, whatever Mr Sibley said or 
however he looked at you. But now 
they weren’t at school and also they 
wanted this recommendation from 
the Headmaster. So ifhe wanted to try 
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anything funny . If he had any funny 
ideas running round in his head. 


Gilbert Sibley did as it happened. 
Paula and Sue had been lazy and 
annoying, especially last year in the 


Sixth Form. Also he had found them 


both very attractive: which had been 
even more annoying and frustrating as 
they were of course off-limits. Now ... 
they weren’t off-limits, and he 
intended relieving some of that 
frustration. He was going to send them 
to his acquaintance Mike Danver, who 
had a little business servicing cars and 
motor bikes. They probably wouldn’t 
enjoy it. 


And they also probably would not 
enjoy what was coming now. This 
morning in his office. 


‘Yes I think I can fix you up with garage 
work. It will be very valuable training. 
However ...’ Mr Sibley’s voice became 
grimmer, there is one other thing. As I 
had occasion to tell both of you at the 
time, your conduct last year was at 
times quite unacceptable. There was 
not a lot I could do about it then. But 
now ... I think things are different.’ 
Paula and Sue caught that change in 
tone. What was coming now? 


I am going to give both of your 


` bottoms a good belting. Your bare 


bottoms of course. 


— ES 


] intend to spank both your bottoms. 
You want these recommendations and 
I shall give you them. But first of all I 
am going to give both of your bottoms 
a good belting. Your bare bottoms of 
course. Is that clear? Right now. So 
shall we start with you Paula? Please 
take your knickers down. Lift your 
skirt up round your waist. And then 
come here. Over my lap.’ 


Could Mr Sibley really mean it? He 
confirmed that yes, he certainly did. 


° Well .. could he really do it then? 
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Could he make them accept this 
horrible and humiliating punishment? 
Again Mr Sibley assured them he 
could. He had come out from behind 
his desk to sit in the chair at the side. 
He told them smugly to be sensible 
girls and accept it. It was certainly no 
more than they deserved. Indeed if 
they had worked more last year they 
wouldn’t be here now, they would 
have got their GCEs and got jobs. 


There was some unhappy hesitation. A 


little more protesting but not very 
“convincing. Then Paula finally made a 


move. With an unhappy groan her 
hands going up under her thin 
summer dress. Revealing the fetching 
rounded thighs. Another little 
whimper of distress and her brief 
white knickers came into view. 


‘Take them right down to your knees. 
And the skirt right up. Round your 
waist,’ Mr Sibley instructed. ‘Let’s have 
a proper look at you.’ 


What Gilbert Sibley meant, as he felt 
his pulse racing, was: let’s have alook 
at your pussy. And shortly Paula was 
unhappily showing it. Showing the 
Head her rounded belly and that tuft of 
dark-blonde hair. Her pussy hair ... and 
a glimpse of her pussy. Her slit peeping 
from between her pressed-together 


thighs. 


Sue, forced to stand and watch, bit her 
lip. How simply sick-making having to 
show yourself to the Head like that! 
With the even more sick-making 
prospect that she was shortly going to 
have to do the same. Red-faced Paula, 
not knowing where to look, was 
stepping forward now with her dress 
held up round her waist. Hobbling 
steps with the knickers round her 
knees and giving Sue a full view of the 
starkly bare cheeks of her bottom. 

Mr Sibley with that awful pious look 
on his face taking her arm and pulling 
her down. 


His hand fiddling around at the bare 
flesh. At Paula’s nude bottom and 
thighs. She was making anguished 
little gaspy sounds. Mr Sibley was 
quite simply feeling her up, under the 
pretence of getting her positioned just 
right. His groping hand fondling the 
ripe cheeks ... and pushing in between 
her thighs. 


awful Mr Sibley had reached his 
fingers right in between her legs 
onto her pussy. 


‘C .. Cut it ... out!’ Paula gasped, her 
face down close to the carpet. Because 
awful Mr Sibley had reached his 
fingers right in between her legs onto 
her pussy. 


Dont be a silly girl,’ the head told her 
primly. Sliding one finger forcefully in 
between the moist lips. Tve got to get 
you positioned just right . The digit 
slid briefly up into her vagina. 


Maybe after such preliminaries the 
spanking came as a relief. Or maybe 
not. Because Mr Sibley proceeded to 
really whack his hand down. Really 
belting Paula’s poor bum. Producing 
these frantic yelps and squeals, with 
associated writhing and rolling of the 
stricken orbs. Which were very soon a 
uniform bright and fiery red. Poor 
Paula! Sue couldn’t bear to watch. But 
at the same time the dreadful 
spectacle had a powerful fascination 
which riveted her gaze. 


With of course the ever-present 
thought that very shortly now, 
because Mr Sibley couldn’t go on with 
Paula for ever, it would be her own 
turn! Oh Christ! 


* * * 


‘That bastard!’ Paula breathed, with 


considerable feeling That 
óooohh!! It was not easy to find words 
strong enough. 


Sue could only agree. They were in the 
street outside the school now, both 
fervently hoping they wouldn’t see 
anyone they knew, someone who 
would wish to stop and talk. Because 
they were in no state for polite chat, 
not after what dreadful Mr Sibley had 
just done. Belting both their bare 
bottoms like that. And of course 
feeling them both up. Really feeling 
them up. His fingers right there. Their 
pussies. Yes, Sue had got just the same 
as Paula. 

They were both surreptitiously 
holding their skirts to their thighs. It 
wasn’t windy but they were doing it. 
Feeling a need to do it. Because as a 
final unbelievable thing Mr Sibley had 
kept their knickers. Making them take 
them off and give them to him. ‘TI let 
you have them back, he had said. 
“When you come and see me again.’ 


Yes, Mr Sibley was going to wanttosee - 
them again. Because according to him 
when you were on Work Experience 
you had to have regular advisory and 
counselling sessions with your (ex) 
Headmaster. More sessions when no 
doubt he planned to get them over his 
lap. More of that awful spanking! Not 
to mention that equally awful (or 
worse?) groping at their pussies. 


But first of all there was this garage. 
This Mr Danver. They were to start 
there tomorrow morning. Mr Sibley 
had quickly made the arrangements. 
No problem — because it seemed Mr 
Danver was a friend of Mr Sibley. That 
was not a good omen! Not at all! 


Mr Danver, wearing overalls, was 
about Mr Sibley’s age, late forties or 
fifty, with a stubbly beard. There was 
of course one central thought in 
Paula’s and Sue’s heads: what was Mr 
Danver like? Now that Mr Sibley had 
shown himself in his true colours as a 
Grade One Dirty Old Man. Because if 
Mr Danver wanted to act in the same 


way — well, they needed to pass the 
Work Experience and get a good 
report at the end. In the same way that 
they had needed to get the 


recommendation from the Head. So 
they would be very much at Mr 
Danver’s mercy. They couldn’treally 
complain. They could only hope he 
wasn’t like Mr Sibley. 


But right away there were serious 
doubts about that. Mr Danver had led 
them into his little office, next to the 
garage proper. And right away after 
welcoming them he reached behind 
Sue to briefly fondle her bottom — and 
then did the same to Paula. 

They each in turn squirmed away from 
this unwelcome attention. Both of 
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them were sensibly wearing jeans. 
Skirts or dresses clearly would not 
have been suitable for work in a garage 
— andsalso skirts would have left their 
thighs (not to mention more intimate 
parts) very accessible to the sort of 
unwelcome assault Mr Danver had just 
delivered. Not of course that wearing 
jeans prevented him from feeling your 


bum, as he had just demonstrated. 


Mr Danver laughed. ‘Not shy are we? I 
didn’t think I was- getting shy girls. 
Actually Pm disappointed. Your 
Headmaster said you might be coming 
here this morning wearing dresses 
with no knickers underneath!’ 


Paula gave an anxious laugh. ‘If he said 
that. it must have been his little joke.’ 
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They were all posed the same way: 
nude or just wearing stockings 
and lying back with their legs 
spread to blatantly show their 
pussies. 


work in 
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They had both backed warily against 
the wall to protect their bottoms from 
further attacks. On the wall opposite, 
above the desk, Mr Danver had three 
or four girlie pictures pinned up. They 
were all posed the same way: nude or 
just wearing stockings and lying back 
with their legs spread to blatantly 
show their pussies. Pretty awful shots 
and stuck up where you couldn't avoid 
seeing them. 


Mr Danver said, 'Oh I thought he 
meant it. Pm very disappointed. I 
could have got you to pose for a 
couple of these glamour shots.’ He 
indicated the pictures. ‘Lying on the 
desk perhaps or out there in the garage 
on one of the bikes. With your skirts 
up round your waist and legs nice and 
wide. Some nice pussy shots, eh? 


Paula said, ‘Ha-ha!’ Not very happily. 
He was probably trying to embarrass 
them. Wind them up. And he was 
succeeding! 


He moved in close in front of her. And 
this time took hold of her tits, one in 
each hand. Paula with a yelp twisted 
away. ‘Hey! C. Cut that out!’ 


‘Only having a bit of fun. Mr Sibley said 
you were girls who wouldn’t mind a 
bit of fun. Anyway he’s sent me a 
couple of nice-lookers, l'Il say that. Are 
you sure you won't take your jeans off 
and let me get some shots of your 
pussies? Pve got a camera — and 
there'd be an extra few quid naturally.’ 
Was he serious? He couldn't be! 
Paula, red-faced and still feeling those 
big hands gripping her tits through her 
thin top, shook her head. She felt a bit 
like crying. And so did Sue for that 
matter. This was worse than either of 
them had even imagined. Even if he 
was joking about taking shots of their 
pussies. If it was a joke it was an awful 
awful joke. 


‘Well OK. If you change your minds, 
OK? But in any case I think you’re 
going to want to take off your things. It 
can get very hot in the garage. And also 
it’s dirty work and your mothers won't 
want you coming home with those 
nice smart jeans and tops all covered 
in black grease. So it'll be much better 
if you both strip off and then you can 
just wash up at the end of the day.” 


What did he mean! What were they to 
wear then? Mr Danver didn't mean ... 
their underwear or 
something. No, maybe he had some 
overalls, like he was wearing? 


But it wasn’t overalls. Mr Danver 
produced some diaphanous nylon 
knickers, brief and with loose legs. 
Flimsy white briefs that were semi- 
transparent. These were what Mr 


Danver was proposing for working in 
the garage. And nothing else! No 
bras. Just these very flimsy flimsies. 


something. I mean .. well, we do. And 
those knickers. Well they're awfully .. 
I mean haven’t you got any overalls?’ 


Mr Danver said he hadn’t. Anyway 
overalls would be too hot, they would 


We .. We need bras,’ Sue stuttered. ‘Or 


be really sweating. And they didn’t - 
need bras. They weren’t shy, were 
they? They didn’t mind showing their 
tits? He could see they both had very 
nice tits. Nice and firm and sticking 
out, so they didn’t have to worry about 
showing them. Not like some girls 
who didn’t have nice ones. 


Paula and Sue exchanged desperate 
looks. Could Mr Danver mean this? 
That they were to wear these awful 
wide-legged knickers and nothing 
else. Sue stuttered, ‘Wh .. Who is going 
to see us?’ Well clearly Mr Danver was 
but ... anyone else? 


‘Only Kevin. He’s the lad who helps 
me. Maybe a client if one comes in. 
But I'm sure you're not really shy. Two 
lovely looking girls. Lovely legs. 
Lovely tits and bums. Other than that 
it's just me of course. And I know 
you’re not going to mind me having a 
‘good look.’ 


They both wanted tò shout that yes, 
they did mind. And they weren’t 
going to do it. But Mr Danver said 
sharply, ‘Come on! Get moving!’ Or he 
would get their things off for them, 
really smartish. He didn’t want any 
time-wasters. 


Maybe they should just have walked 
out. But Mr Danver was very 
dominating. It was not easy to say no. 
And ... there were those awful pictures 
on the wall, and what he had said 
about liking to take some similar shots. 
Paula at least had a very nasty 
thoughts. What if they said they were 
going and Mr Danver said: Oh no, not 
before I’ve taken some of those shots. 
And simply made them pose on the 
table with their jeans and knickers off 
and their legs open. For wasting his 
time or something. 


So ... they unhappily started taking off 
their things. After asking if they could 
go in the loo or some other private 
place to change, but Mr Danver said 
no, why bother. So it was right there in 
- his office, with of course Mr Danver all 
eyes. No to mention hands! Really 
gruesome. 


‘Lovely!’ he said appreciatively when 
they were stipped off and had got the 
knickers on. ‘You girls could be in the 
girlie mags, no problem!’ He reached 
to grab Paula’s pert nude tits. ‘Cut it 
out!’ she yelped, struggling away. 


.Mr Danver didn’t persist. Not for the 

moment at least. Instead he strode 
Over to a cupboard and took out ... a 
leather strap. A wide strap of stiff 
leather with a split end. It wasn’t a 
strap for fastening suitcase and that 
sort of thing. No, it was a strap for 
hitting you with As he 
demonstrated by whacking it down on 
his table with a sickening CRACKK..!! 


Their knickers taken down and 
their bare bottoms given a good 
whacking. 


‘Now, no nonsense girls!’ he told them 
sharply. ‘Or these lovely girls will get 
their pretty bottoms whacked! Their 


knickers taken down and their bare 


bottoms given a good whacking. And I 
can tell you, this thing hurts.’ 


Y. You c .. can’t hit us. Not with that 
thing. yelped Sue. 


‘Yes I can! Your Headmaster said if I 
had any problems to just go ahead. 
Give your bare bottoms a good hotting 


up. 


Mr Danver gave the table top another 
thunderous whack. Then put the strap 


down. He went to stand close in front 


of Sue. Now young lady, do you want 
to be the first?” 


‘No!’ she squeaked. ‘No please!’ 


Mr Danver reached out and took hold 
of Sue’s nude tits. He squeezed them. 
She looked a bit sick. but didn't try to 
squirm away. ‘That’s more like it,’ Mr 
Danver said softly. He squeezed the 
pretty tits harder. 


“That’s much better. Mmm. I could 


play with these all day.’ 


* * * 


Actually, out in the garage Mr Danver 
did let Sue put her sleeveless white T- 
top back on for her first job. Which 
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was to get down with a grease gun 
underneath a shiny red cross-country 
motor-trike. Sue had worn the top 
under a cardigan and she wasn't at all 
happy about having to put it back on 
with nothing else. Because obviously 
her nice white top was now going to 
get grease on it. Mr Danver just gave 
her a hard slap on her bottom and told 
Sue to get on with it. Get down under 
the machine! She reluctantly 
complied, still feeling shaky from that 
extended groping of her nude tits in 
his office. He called out where she was 
to grease — as he stood holding Paula. 
His arms were round Paula from 
behind. Mr Danver was now engaged 
in fondling Paula's nude tits. 


‘I let her put the top on so she won't 
get her tits all covered in grease,’ he 
confided to the quivering Paula. ‘But 
actually I don't know, a few smears of 
lube grease on a girl’s tits is not such a 
big deal. It'll come off. Maybe Tl let 
you keep yours bare. More freedom of 
action, eh! And that young Kevin 
should be here by now. He'll certainly 
have his eyes popping out of his head 
to see your tits. And Sue’s too. And we 
don't want to disappoint the lad, do 
we?’ 


Mr Danver just gave her a hard slap 
on her bottom and told Sue to get 
on with it. Get down under the 
machine! She reluctantly 
complied, still feeling shaky from 
that extended groping of her nude 
tits 


Paula didn't answer. She certainly 
didn’t want this Kevin to see her bare 
tits. Her nude tits which at that 
moment were being rubbed and 
squeezed by Mr Danvers's large and 
probably not very clean hands. But she 
wasn't going to make any loud 
complaints. Not-with the threat of that 
awful leather strap still very much in 
her head. Anything was better than 
that. Wasn't it? Yes — well almost 
anything. 


Paula made a gaspy sound of her 
own. One of the big hands at her 
tits had let go ... and slid down to 
cup her pussy. 


sue was still on her back under the 
vehicle, making gaspy little sounds as 


she strained to reach the lube points. 
Then Paula made a gaspy sound of her 
own. One of the big hands at her tits 
had let go ... and slid down to cup her 
pussy through the tight crotch of the 
diaphanous knickers. 


‘Tell me-a few things,’ Mr Danver’s 
voice said in her ear. ‘About yourself. 
About your boyfriend. I bet he likes to 
stick his thing up here, eh? And do you 
let him? I bet you do. Eh? Nice and 
cooperative. Opening these pretty 
legs ... nice and wide. Or how about ... 
playing with yourself. Like to do that? I 
bet you do. Every night in bed .? 


Mr Danver was playing with Paula’s 
pussy as he said these awful things. His 
finger rubbing along the line of her slit. 
It was making her feel giddy, faint. She 
thought of Andrew, her boyfriend. As 
it happened she had let him screw her 
last night. But it had been largely 
because of this job with Mr Danver. 
Because she had been so nervous and 
anxious about it, wondering what it 
would be like. Paula didn’t always let 
Andrew screw her although he always 
wanted to. As it had turned out of 
course she had had good reason to be 
nervous. The job was turning out to be 
much worse than they had imagined. 


Sue was crawling out now. She had 
done the lubrication, as well as she 
could. And she did have smears of 
grease on her. Horrible greenish-black 
grease. On her bare arms and face. And 
also some awful smears on that white 
top. Paula bit her lip: Sue's mother 
would go spare when she saw it! This 
obviously was Sue's view as well and 
she began half crying, half ranting 
about it. Mr Danver let go of Paula and 
grabbed Sue who was making all this 
noise. He told her to shut up 
immediately. Or he was going to give 
her a belting with that strap. 


Mr Danver yanked Sue's knickers 
hard up into her crotch and the 
cleft of her bum 


Maybe Sue couldn't stop 
immediately. she was in too much of a 
state. Mr Danver had hold of her from 
behind, like he had had Paula 
moments earlier. He was now groping 
at Sue's tits ... as she just went on 
yelping. So he pushed her towards the 
bike. He was going to give her abelting 
over the bike, he said. As Paula 
watched (she couldn't help watching 
although she didn't want to) Mr 


Danver yanked Sue's knickers hard up = 
into her crotch and the cleft of her 
bum ... and then bent her face-down 
over the saddle. He had the strap in his 
hand. 


It was much too awful to watch but 
again Paula had to, her eyes 
mesmerised by the dreadful scene. Mr 
Danver holding Sue down with his left 
hand; with a good grip on that grease- 
smeared top which was now yanked 
up round her shoulders... and with his 
other hand whacking that strap in. To 
Sue’s poor squirming and writhing 
bum. 


Poor Sue! It made Paula feel quite 
sick to watch! That awful strap. 
repeatedly slicing in to her poor bum 
in those yanked-up knickers. It wasn't 
making her shut up of course, or not 
for the moment at least. Sue was 
making more noise than ever. Ear- 
slitting yelps and screams. But the way 
Mr Danver was really belting it in 
this wasn’t surprising The pain must 
be killing. Yes. Paula felt really sick. 
For her friend Sue of course but also 
the other thing. Mr Danver was going 
to do it to her! She knew he was! Even 
if she didn't complain and make an 
awful noise. He would find some 
excuse to give her a belting with that 
strap as well. 


Yes. Sue had finally quietened down. 
She had had all the noise belted out of 
her. Or most of it because she was still 
making gasping. sobbing sounds. 
Anyway Mr Danver seemed content 
with the job he had done And yes. he 
was turning his attention back to 
Paula. 


He squeezed her tits. This time 
standing in front of her and squeezing 
them from the front. Paula stood still 
(well just shivering a bit) and let him 
do it. ‘At least you haven't been making 
that awful racket.’ he observed. 

Paula gulped and shook her head. 


‘But maybe you could do with a little 
something as well. Eh Paula? So you 
know what's what. So you can't say 
you don't know what the strap feels 
like.’ 


No. 000 ...! No please. I really don't 
I mean I c .. can see what it feels like 
alright. Yes really.” 


But Mr Danver, no doubt because he 
liked whacking that strap into a girl’s 
poor defenceless bum, didn’t think 
this was good enough. No, he thought 
Paula should have a taste. 
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Paula wanted to scream out just like 
Sue. Maybe even louder! But that 
would only make it worse. Maybe if 
she tried to keep quiet he wouldn’t do 
it hard. And he would just give her one 
or two ... She tried to babble this out as 


now she was led to the bike. To be 
bent over it. 


In fact, though, Paula wasn’t to be bent 
over it. Mr Danvers had another 


position he would like to try. Paula up 


on the saddle. But on her back. With 
her legs up in the air. So that her 
bottom was upside-down and, 
pointing upwards, fully exposed to the 
whacking strap. 


She gave a gurgling yelp of horror and 
disbelief. But, dreadful as it was, she 
had to try and keep quiet! Yes! But ... 
she knew she wouldn't be able to. 


Paula got shakily down off the bike. 


Half sprawling because all proper 
control seemed to have gone from her 
body. Her legs were like rubber. And 
her bottom ... felt numb . but at the 
same time red hot. Mr Danver had 
really given her a whacking 
Although he said he hadn't. 


Just a little touching up Paula. I expect 
you could hardly feel it.’ 


She was fighting to keep herself from 
crying, from that fierce hot sting in her 
savaged bottom. As Mr Danver said, 
‘OK we'd better get some work done.’ 


SEE MORE OF THESE AMAZING WET PH OTOS 
IN THE NEW MAGAZINE 


“Rae 


RAUNCHY TIMES, OUT IN NOVEMBER 


Sue was not wearing her top now. She like, we need to get some work done. to see them. But what was even worse 
had been told to take it off, after | You can getallthe vehicles greased for was that Paula vaguely recognised 
getting it all covered in grease from | a start. After that we'll try something a him. And she thought he might know 
underneath the bike. So both girls | bit more technical. Andrew! if he told Andrew that Mr 


were now wearing only the skimpy Soon after that this Kevin, who worked | Danver had them working like this, 
knicks again. for Mr Danver, came in. That was | with nothing on apart from these sexy 
‘Now you’ve both had a little taste of really awful of course with now this knickers ... And was belting them with 
the strap and everyone knows what it’s other quite young bloke, only 20 or so, | his strap whenever they didn’t come 
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up to the mark (or for no reason at all 
apart from simply liking it) ... Well if 
he told Andrew anything at all it 
would be quite impossible! 


Kevin was naturally all eyes, as they 
tried to get on with the lubrication 
job. His eyes riveted on their almost 


nude bodies which were not. quite 
liberally smeared with grease. Because 
all the machines seemed to be covered 
in it and you couldn't get near then 
without getting it all over you. 


It was horrible. The awful black grease 
and oil. Plus the ever present threat of 


Mr Danver’s strap. And now this awful 
Kevin ogling their tits and bottoms 
and everything. And then ... saying to 
Paula, with a nasty giggle, ‘Don’t I 
recognise you?’ 


Paula shook her head. But thought 
franticly that she would have to speak 
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to him. Tell him desperately not to 
speak to Andrew. Get him to promise. 


But now here was Mr Danver again. He 
had been in his office on the phone for 
a moment. Now he was back. Still 
carrying his tawse ... He asked Kevin 
how they were doing. Kevin with a 
grin said, ‘I think they’re slacking a bit 
Mr Danver.’ 


‘Slacking!’ Mr Danver repeated. ‘Oh 
dear. We’d better do something about 
that then. We’d better warm up their 
pretty bums again. Don’t you reckon?’ 


‘I reckon so Mr Danver, said horrible 
grinning Kevin: 


Danver had them working like 
this, with nothing on apart from 
these sexy knickers ... And was 
belting them with his strap 
whenever they didn’t come up to 
the mark 


‘Yes. Maybe in the office this time. 
Over the desk.’ Mr Danver grabbed 
Sue’s arm. Yes over the desk with their 
knickers down.’ 


In the office he said. ‘Unless you girls 
would like to let me take a few of these 
shots instead.’ He was pointing to the 
awful pussy shots on the wall. ‘Eh? Up 
on the desk? Come on, how about it!’ 


END 


o 


Mr Danver produced some 
diaphanous nylon knickers, brief 
and with loose legs. Flimsy white 
briefs that were semi-transparent. 
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‘Come in!’ Andrew Banley said briskly 
in answer to the knock on his study 
door. Using his best headmasterly 
voice firm, the voice of a 
disciplinarian ifhe needed to be, but at 
the same time cordial and inviting. 
Inviting confidence, especially in a 
pretty girl. Because it was of course 
the new girl. 


Sophie Whitfield, 17, joining the 
Lower Sixth. Her family had just 
moved to the town from the West 
Country. Sophie had come for 
interview with her parents two weeks 
ago. A very lovely girl indeed: a pretty 
girl with softly lustrous brown eyes 
and thick wavy dark hair. And of 
course a very lovely shape: Quite tall 
but from what he could see a shapely 
full-breasted figure. Also full- 
bottomed. 


Mr Banley had been thinking 


about Sophie’s bottom. 
Wondering if perhaps ... she had 
ever had it caned 


Sitting waiting for the new girl (he had 
summoned her for this little chat on 
her first morning) Mr Banley had been 
thinking about Sophie's bottom. 
Wondering if perhaps ... she had ever 
had it caned. And wondering further if 
he might possibly be able to achieve 
that most stimulating of experiences 
himself. Caning that ripe rear. Or 
spanking it, that would be most 
rewarding too. 


But it wasn’t easy nowadays, when 
there were so many busybodies intent 
on circumscribing a headmaster’s 
freedom ofaction. A generation ago he 
could have caned a girl's bottom — or 
made her take her knickers down for a 
spanking — with reasonable impunity. 
No one would really have batted an 
eyelid — except the owner of the 
chastised bottom. But these days 
things were very different. You 
couldn’t just do as you liked, you had 
to be so careful. 

Sophie had come in now. Closing the 
door carefully behind her. Yes, 
certainly a lovely girl. A little shy 


perhaps, those long eyelashes 
fluttering. Unsure of herself, as you 
might expect with a new girl. But 
unsureness was always promising. 
Ripe with possibilities. One could gain 
a girls confidence. Build up a 
relationship. And then ... make clear 
what was part of that relationship. 
What a headmaster might wish. His 
little whims. His very private and 
personal whims. And with that 
relationship built up she would not 
object. She would be prepared to 
comply. Allow herselfto be taken over 
his lap. And allow her knickers to be 
taken down. For nothing more than a 
playful spanking the first time. Of her 
bare bottom. the next time of course 
not quite so playful. Harder. Yes quite 
painful the next time. And then ... the 
cane. 


Thinking also that it would be so 
thrilling to take hold of that ripe 
bottom which was so close athand. 
Just gently ... take hold of it. Or 
even ... press his now engorged 
member against it. 
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Musing on these enticing 
possibbilities Andrew Banley 
experienced a slightly uncomfortable 
but not unpleasant tightening in the 
front of his trousers. As his organ 
stiffened. He had risen from behind his 
desk at his guest’s entrance and was 
standing with her at the French 
window, looking out over his lawn and 
chatting. As he thought his enticing 
thoughts. Thinking also that it would 
be so thrilling to take hold of that ripe 
bottom which was so close at hand. 
Just gently ... take hold ofit. Or even ... 
press his now engorged member 
against it. But it was of course much 
too early for anything of that sort. One 
had to proceed with care and caution. 
Softly, softly. 


* * * 


Sophie's first day. It was just about 
over now, and it had been quite mind- 
blowing. Or at least the events at 
lunch time. Who could have thought 
it! 


This first day had been a bit scary in 
anticipation, a big unknown, not 
knowing anyone because she was new 
to the town as well as the school. Butit 
had been going alright. Until lunch 
time. Really nice, everyone friendly. 
She had seen the Head in the morning 
and he had been very welcoming. The 
girls in her class were nice and also her 
form teacher Mr Finclair. He had in 
fact invited her to his house after 
school today for a cup of tea. That was 
still to come. 

But then at lunch time ... there was Mr 
Osgood. The games master. She had 
been introduced to him at lunch. He 
was younger than the Head and Mr 
Finclair who were both  fiftyish. 
Wearing a tracksuit and looking very 
fit. He had seemed welcoming too! 
Asking Sophie if she did any sport and 
she had told him netball and tennis. 
Then Mr Osgood had invited her over 
to see some of the facilities: the gym 
and changing rooms, etc. There were 
some girls in the gym doing aerobics. 
Mr Osgood asked if I did any of that; 
she said yes, but wasn’t much good. 
Then he took her into asmall changing 
room. There was no one else there and 


Mr Osgood locked the door after 
them. He said if she was any good he 
could certainly use her on the netball 
team as they didn't have a very good 
squad. He would like to see what 
shape she was. Could she slip off her 
things for a moment? 


This came as a surprise certainly. Mr 
Osgood, smiling, said, Just down to. 
your knickers and bra. You look to 
have a very good shape, Sophie. To be 
in very good shape. But I can't really 
see with your clothes on.’ 


She had said OK, though conscious 
that she was flushing. Unfastening her 
blouse ... and then unzipping her skirt. 
Mr osgood was right there in ciose 
attendance. Taking her things as she 
took them off. She could feel her heart 
thumping but tried to control her 
nervousness. Mr Osgood was in 
charge of netball etc. He was used to 
seeing girls in just their knickers and 
bras. Probably also nude. 


When she had got her things off the 
games master said she had a fantastic 


figure. He made her stand up straight, 
with her hands on her head. In just her 
tight white knickers and lightweight 
white bra. Yes, a really great figure,’ he 
repeated. 


And then he just took hold of Sophie's 


big boobs. One in each hand. Mr 
Osgood told her to stay relaxed as she 
gave a shuddering gasp. His hands 
were gently squeezing her boobs, 
sending great shock waves through 
her. And then he pulled her close in 
against him. His hands going round 


her. She could feel his hands at her bra 
strap. Fumbling with it. And then ... he 
had it off. He stood back. Sophie's big 
boobs were bare. The nipples half 
erect now. 


With a shocked little whimper she 
brought her hands up to cover them — 
but was told to stand up straight again, 
hands at her sides. Mr Osgood said 
again that she was really lovely. And 
then he had once more taken hold of 
her. Pulling her in close ... and this 
time it was her knickers. One hand was 
sliding her knickers down. 


He made her stand up straight, 
with her hands on her head. In just 
her tight white knickers and 
lightweight white bra. 


‘No! No, please .' she breathed. Mr 
Osgood just told her to relax. The 
hand was continuing to pull down her 
knickers. Baring her bottom. His hand 
was on her bare bottom. Stroking and 
fondling. As he did this Mr Osgood's 
voice in her ear said TI tell you a little 
secret, Sophie. Shall PP’ 


Her head was spinning. She was 
virtually nude now, with her bra off 
and her knickers dragged halfway 
down her thighs. 


‘This is what the Headmaster likes,’ Mr 
Osgood said. “What he’ll want to get at 
Tm sure. A lovely bottom like this. He's 
going to want to spank it. And cane it.’ 
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Sophie had trouble focussing on the 
words. ‘Of course it's his little secret, 
the games master continued. But he'll 
want to. You'll see. And your form 
master too. Mr Finclair. He’s also very 
keen on bottoms.’ 
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The words went in Sophie’s head but 
without properly registering. All her 
head could handle at the moment was 
Mr Osgood. Whose hand now slid 
down between them. To feel her nude 
pussy. She stumbled away, gasping. 


Mr Osgood laughed. ‘You’re a very 
lovely girl. Pm certainly going to want 
you on the netball squad. Even if 
you're not very good! Now ... let me 
give you a massage. It’ll make you feel 
good. Come on ... up on the table.’ 


Weakly Sophie said thank you but 
really not now. There wasn’t time for 
one thing. She had to get back to her 
next class. Her body was really 
buzzing all over. She could still feel his 
hands on her bare tits. On her bare 


pussy. She reached shakily down to 
slide up her knickers which were still 
halfway down her thighs. 

Mr Osgood stopped her. Saying there 
was plenty of time. He pushed her 
towards the table. His hands grabbing. 


There was no way she could avoid it. 
Up on the massage table. On her back. 
The games master pulled her knickers 
on down, to her ankles. And then his 
hand made a bee-line for where she 
had somehow known it would go. To 


her pussy. Sophie tried to push it away. 


Don't be silly, he told her. ‘I know 
what a big girl needs. Especially on her 
first day at a new school. Feeling 
nervous probably. 


His fingers were working at her pussy. 
Mr Osgood's hands all over her had 
already got her hot and aroused. And 
now. She squealed ... but his fingers at 
her now wet pussy were impossible to 
resist. She squealed and groaned. Put 
her hand down there to his hand ... but 
not to push it away. Mr Osgood really 
knew how to do it . She was going to 
come ... Ooooh! Yes! And she did. 
With a mewling groan. In no time flat. 
Writhing on the table. A really big 
one. 


Her lesson! Oh God! But if she rushed 
there was maybe just time to get to it. 
“If I can walk,’ Sophie gasped. Shooting 
Mr Osgood a wild glance as she 
struggled back into her things. I. Pm 
not sure I can walk. My legs feel ... like 
they’re made of rubber.’ 


* * * 


Yes, an eventful day you could say! 
And now at the end of school — Mr 
Finclair still to come. That invitation 
to tea at his house. With what Mr 
Osgood had said now somewhat more 
focussed in Sophie’s head. It hadn’t 
been a joke? That Mr Finclair liked to 
spank girls’ bottoms! And cane them. 
Also ... the Headmaster did as well. 
Could all this be true? Mr Banley 
certainly hadn’t done anything that 
morning. Not even alluding to any 
such business. Whereas Mr Osgood on 
the other hand. 


It was difficult to believe it had 
happened. On her first day! Mr 
Osgood getting all her clothes off ... 
and then getting her up on that 
massage table. And well, 
masturbating her. If you wanted to put 
it bluntly. It was like some awful sexy 
daydream. 


And at the end of it Mr Osgood had 
said ... he wanted to see her tomorrow! 
The same time, right after lunch in that 
little changing room. She had been 
thinking about that all afternoon. Plus 
of course this other. Was she really 
going to get it? Her bottom spanked. 
Her bare bottom. Or ... the cane! 


Mr Finclair did allude to it. Pretty 
soon! Well, after no more than a 
quarter of an hour certainly. Sophie 
sitting in his lounge with a cup of tea. 


Sitting on his sofa with Mr Finclair 
opposite in alow armchair. He seemed 
to be looking at her knees a lot as they 
chatted. Sophie’s shapely knees and 
legs. And maybe more, she thought, 
because in that low position he might 
well be able to see further. Something 
of her thighs. She consciously kept her 
skirt down. Not wanting to show too 
much. Not her knickers certainly. But 
in her head of course — as she tried to 
pay attention to what he was saying, 
asking about her other school, stuff 
like that — was what Mr Osgood had 
said. Together with those other 
thoughts that wouldn’t go away. Mr 
Osgood. It was certainly difficult to 
concentrate — and to make sure she 
was keeping her skirt down. But ... 


Mr Finclair said it in a joking way. Had 
she ever had her bottom spanked? For 
anything. At her other school. He just 
suddenly said it. Jokily. Still having a 
good look at her legs. And though 
Sophie had been perhaps half 
expecting it it came as a shock. She 
could feel herself hotly blushing, as 
she stuttered out a ‘No.’ 


Mr Finclair was getting up, to come 
and sit next to her on the sofa. Putting 
one arm round her. His other hand on 
her knee. 


‘Perhaps Pm a bit old-fashioned, he 
said. ‘But I think a good old-fashioned 
spanking is still a good way of dealing 
with things.’ He chuckled. ‘Especially 
of course with a pretty girl. And I do 
spank girls. We have to keep it quiet of 
course because it’s a bit frowned on 
these days. But I like to give a girl the 
option. And if she’s sensible she takes 
it and gets things over with. Rather 
than being kept in for a detention. It 
makes sense, don’t you think?’ 


The games master pulled her 
knickers on down, to her ankles. 
And then his hand made a bee-line 
for where she had somehow 
known it would go 


Sophie made a sort of non-committal 
reply. Then a gaspy squeal. Mr 
Finclair’s hand had left her knee and 
gone up. To cup one of her boobs. 


“You're a really lovely girl, Sophie. And 
I've got to tell you Pm going to want 
you to take the spanking option. I do 
hope you’re going to oblige me.’ 


Sophie didn’t really answer. It was all 
such a shock — in spite of what Mr 
Osgood had told her. This spanking 
talk — and also the hand, squeezing her 
boobs. She wanted to push the hand 
away ... but Mr Finclair was her form 
master. She wanted to be on good 
terms with him. But ... did that mean 
she had to let him feel her tits? And ... 
spank her bottom? her bare bottom 
Mr Osgood had said. 


Mr Finclair it seemed was assuming 
her agreement. As Sophie hadn’t 
actually said no, having her bottom 
spanked was quite out of the question. 
And now, with his hand still fondling 
her tits, Mr Finclair said that maybe 
they should try it. Now! so that she 
knew what it was like. Sophie would 
know what it was like to have her 
bottom spanked. 


“No” she gasped. No please! No, 
really!’ Shaking her head to make it 
quite clear. 


But Mr Finclair obviously didn’t want a 
refusal. He said he was sure it would be 
a good idea. Now was the ideal time. 
He began pulling her over his lap. 


Sophie weakly struggled and 
protested — but she couldn’t really 
fight it. Or so she thought. Not with Mr 
Finclair being her form master and this 
her first day, and obviously not 
wanting to get off on the wrong foot. It 
had been the same with Mr Osgood of 
course, when she also hadn’t wanted 
to get off on the wrong foot. And then 
she had finished up on that awful 
massage table, with Mr Osgood’s hand 
between her legs, bringing her off. And 
now. 


His hand pulling her skirt up. And 
yes pulling her knickers down. 
Baring her bottom. His hand 
fondling it. Gripping and 
squeezing the ripe cheeks. And 
then spanking 


Yes. She was very shortly over Mr 
Finclair’s lap. With his hand pulling 
her skirt up. And yes pulling her 
knickers down. Baring her bottom. His 
hand fondling’ it. Gripping and 
squeezing the ripe cheeks. And then 
spanking. Splatting his hand heavily 
down. Producing whimpering squeals. 
Shuddering yelps. Because it really 
hurt. 

At the end of it Mr Finclair said, 
breathing a bit heavily, ‘There! How 
was that! A nice little start?’ 
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And then ... he slid his hand between 
Sophie’s legs. 


* * * 


Sitting in his favourite armchair, 
Andrew Banley sipped a glass ofsherry 
before his evening meal. His thoughts 
pleasurably on SophieWhitfield. The 
lovely new girl whom he had great 
hopes for. Had she had a good first day? 
The other girls being nice to her. And 
the staff of course. He was sure they all 
had. He wondered when he should 
have another chat. As soon as possible 
of course — but you couldn’t rush 
these things, and possibly scare her off. 
Because he had such marvellous 
hopes. A lovely intimate relationship ... 
in which she would, slowly at first 
perhaps, allow him access to those 
mouth-watering rear quarters. 


What a beckoning vision! But he had 
to step warily. Perhaps the day after 
tomorrow another chat? See how 
things were going. And perhaps ... slide 
his arm affectionately round her waist? 
Perhaps but nothing more at this stage. 
You had to take your time with a 
sensitive, innocent girl. Andrew 
Banley rubbed briefly at the swollen 
head of his erect penis, uncomfortably 
straining the front of his trousers. 


* * * 


It was difficult for Sophie to keep calm. 
Her second day now with lunch time 
fast approaching. Lunch and then a 
second visit to that changing room. 
She had fleeting thoughts of not going 
... but knew she had to. You couldn't 
just not turn up, when you were a 
completely new girl. But the thought 
of it sent shivers right through her. 


And there was also Mr Finclair. That 
tea time visit yesterday! And now 
today! He wanted her to come round 
again this afternoon! This time, Mr 
Finclair had said, they might try the 
cane! 


Her body was really buzzing all 
over. She could still feel his hands 
on her bare tits. On her bare pussy. 
She reached shakily down to slide 
up her knickers 


Sophie thought briefly of the 
Headmaster, but only briefly. Mr 
Osgood had said that about him but 
perhaps he had been making it up. He 
hadn’t about Mr Finclair though! 
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Mr Osgood was there waiting for her 
in the changing room. In his white 
tracksuit. A smiling greeting. Then 
locking the door. 


‘Now then,’ he said. ‘Lovely Sophie. Do 
you know what I would really like 
today? And I think you would like it 
too.’ 


Mr Osgood told her to take her 
things off. ‘Or maybe just your 
knickers if you want 


She shook her head. Not wishing to 
think. More of the same? Mr Osgood 
told her to take her things off. ‘Or 
maybe just your knickers if you want. 
And then get on the table.’ 


He was pulling down his own track 
bottoms. And Mr Osgood had 
nothing on underneath. It was just 
him. His thing. Fully erect. Enormous 
looking. Sophie felt a bit faint looking 
at it. 


‘I want to try it,’ he said. ‘I want to try 
the lovely new girl on the netball 
squad. Just briefly.’ 
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Sophie couldn’t believe it. No! She 
couldn’t, she said. She couldn’t let 
him. Not actually do it. But Mr 
Osgood was serious. He said he knew 


she really wanted it. And she wouldn't 
have a boyfriend here, not yet. She 
could get all frustrated and that wasn't 
good especially for netball. He didn't 


want a girl on the squad who was all 
frustrated, it would affect her play. 


Mr Osgood did it. In spite of her 


protests. Shakily protesting but she got 
up on the table, with her knickers off. 
Lying back ... and he entered her. 
Getting that big thing properly in. And 
in fact, rather like yesterday, Sophie 
did find she liked it. After he had got 
started. Only. 


‘Please don’t come inside me!’ she 
pleaded. ‘Please ...’ 


And Mr Osgood didn’t. Pulling out just 
before he came. 


His blobs of sperm jetting across the 
room. Well that was something at 
least. 


And later on, round at Mr Finclair’s 
again for tea ... Yes, he did use the cane. 
It really hurt! Really stung! But Mr 
Finclair said it was very good for a girl. 
Excellent disciplinary training. And 
when she’d had it a few times she 
wouldn't be writhing her bottom 
quite so wildly. She would learn more 
control. He suggested another visit the 
next afternoon. For more training. 


* * * 


Andrew had a lovely vision of her 
in netball gear. The short pleated 
skirt sliding up ... to reveal that 
delicious bottom in tight navy 
blue knickers 


Two days now, Andrew Banley mused. 
Once again sipping his pre-dinner 


sherry. Two days for the delicious 
Sophie of course. His eyes had been on 
her in assembly this morning. Hotly on 
her — but he was sure no one had 
noticed. He had badly wanted to call 
her in for a second chat today but had 


He had casually mentioned her name 
to Derek Osgood that afternoon. 
Osgood had said he understood she 
played netball, and might be able to 
get on the school squad. Andrew hada 
lovely vision of her in netball gear. The 
short pleated skirt sliding up ... to 
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resisted the temptation. He didn’t 
want to scare her off. He was quite 
sure she was such a sweet and 
innocent girl and would scare off 
easily. So he had to proceed very 
carefully. 


reveal that delicious bottom in tight 
navy blue knickers. What a vision! 
Osgood had said she seemed a lovely 
girl. Nice and quiet. Perhaps a little 
shy. 


END 
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Two people in an overgrown garden. 
A middle-aged man with a trimmed 
greying beard and with him a rather 
exotically beautiful Asian girl. They 
are dressed in gardening clothes: 
wellington boots etc. The girl, who 
has an extremely voluptuous figure, 
is wearing sky-blue shorts that are 
like a second skin to her almost 
overly ripe bottom. They have been 
moving earth it would seem, for 
nearby there are spades and a 
wheelbarrow containing soil. But 
they are not engaged in that at this 
moment. Instead. 


He has in his hand a bundle of thin 
whippy canes, fastened at the end 
like a birch. And he is whipping this 
quite stupendous bottom. 


The girl's bottom is very much on 
display because at this moment she 
is bending over, presenting this very 
ripe rear to the man. He has in his 
hand a bundle of thin whippy canes, 
fastened at the end like a birch. And 
he is whipping this quite stupendous 
bottom in the ultra-tight light-blue 
shorts that is thrust out at him. 


This whipping continues. And then 
another form of activity. The man is 
stripping down the girl’s ultra-tight 
shorts. Peeling them down off of her 
creamy-coffee-coloured bottom 
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which now bears red stripes. Pulling 
down his own jeans ... And then 
applying himself ... to her still thrust- 
out rear quarters. He appears to be 
engaging in ... sexual intercourse. 
The girl is not struggling. Submissive. 
As she has been moments earlier for 
the caning. Remaining submissively 
compliant, while the man, yes quite 
clearly is engaged in sexual 
intercourse. 


* * * 


‘Valerie Kulzar? What sort of name is 
that?’ James Vinley perused the 
application form, stroking his 
trimmed greying beard ‘Oh, Indian it 
seems. An Indian young lady. Not too 
exotic for the bank’s customers 
Fiona?’ 


Mr Vinley’s secretary, Fiona 
Cummings, was standing at his side 
as he sat at his desk. She herself was 
a pretty honey-blonde. ‘She’s rather 
stunning,’ she said. ‘A beautiful big 
girl. | should think some of our male 
customers at least would be very 
taken with her.’ 

‘A big girl?’ Mr Vinley queried. ‘With 
nice big tits?’ His hand slid up the 
back of Fiona’s stockinged thigh. 


‘Yes. Very big ones,’ she said, not 
flinching at the hand. Because Fiona 
was used to it exploring up her skirt. 


The hand reached bare thigh. And 
quickly progressed to silk-knickered ° 
bottom. 


His fingers gripped a bottom- 
cheek. ‘Well endowed here? 


‘And what about this?’ James Vinley 
asked. His fingers gripped a bottom- 
cheek. ‘Well endowed here? Some 
gentlemen do appreciate abundant 
flesh in this department.’ 


Fiona’ managed to keep still. The 
bottom which Mr Vinley was groping 
was amply rounded and with an 
attractive sway when she walked. 
But it was nothing like the bottom of 
the Indian girl now waiting in the 
anteroom. 


‘Yes Mr Vinley. | should Say .. Fiona 
squirmed just a little, ‘v .. very well 
endowed indeed.’ 


* * * 


Really quite amazing boobs in that 
navy jacket as she stepped 
statuesquely towards him on 
matching navy high heels. 


James Vinley, branch manager of 
Boutts Bank, could see what Fiona 
meant when a few minutes later Miss 
Kulzar was ushered in. A beautiful big 
girl indeed: dark-complexioned with 
a full-lipped sensuous mouth and 
lustrous jet black hair reaching 
halfway down her back; in a fitting 
navy blue suit which showed off her 
figure. And as Fiona had indicated 
her figure was remarkable. Really 
quite amazing boobs in that navy 
jacket as she stepped statuesquely 
towards him on matching navy high 
heels. And full ripe hips — with the 
promise of what Fiona had also 
referred to swaying behind her. 


Yes the bank could certainly use an 
exceptional girl like this. She would 
make an ideal Special Assistant in 
the Customer Services department. 
Or at least she would if she had the 
right attitude. Because there was no 
point having a girl with lovely 
attributes if she wouldn’t let the 
customer get within half a mile of 
them. But training would sort that 
out. Training was always necessary. 
And with a marvellous girl like this, 
James Vinley told himself, he would 
be only too happy to take on that task 
himself. 


Sitting with him on the couch to the 
side ofthe manager’s well-appointed 
office, Valerie Kulzar proved to be a 
most charming and well-spoken girl. 
Together with that face and bottom 
and those tits this young lady 
remarkably had a proper middle- 
class and girls grammar school 
background. Which was even more 
the sort of thing the bank's well- 
heeled customers (male of course) 
would undoubtedly go for. This truly 
splendid girl was exactly what the 
bank required. If she could be trained 
that was. 


James Vinley very quickly led on to 
that crucial area. ‘Training is of 
course essential. A girl can have her 
O Levels etc and your qualifications 
are more than adequate in that 
regard, but more than that would be 
needed to carry out your job properly 
for the bank. We are a specialist bank 
dealing with private customers who 
expect personalised service. A girl 
needs to be trained for this.’ 


Valeria Kulzar, possessor of these 
most impressive tits, fluttered long 
dar eyelashes. She was also now, 
sitting down, displaying enticing 
nylon-clad knees. She nodded 
enthusiastically. “Yes Mr Vinley. Of 
course.’ 


You're a very lovely girl. That is 
excellent, Valerie. Some of our 
gentlemen customers like very much 
having a lovely girl to deal with. But in 
addition to being a lovely person she 
must be obliging and, well, 
submissive. Happy to accede to a 
gentleman’s personal requests.” 


Valeria gave another responsive nod. 
James Vinley matter-of-factly moved 
his hand onto one of the gleaming 
knees. He squeezed gently, while 
quietly asking if she was wearing 
tights or proper nylons. The lovely girl 
said she had tights on. 


The manager slid his hand up a little, 
pushing the skirt hem before it. 
‘Nylons are always to be preferred 
Valerie, when we are talking about a 
young lady Special Assistant with the 
bank. Some gentlemen are most 
particular on that point. So much so 
that if a girl had made that mistake 
she would wish to excuse herself, 
and if possible go and make the 
change immediately.’ 

‘Yes Mr Vinley.’ The beautiful long 
lashes fluttered again. Valerie was 
still sitting demurely and doing a very 
good job of not being bothered by his 
hand. It now pushed further up, as if 
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wishing to check the lovely girl's 
statement. 


‘Well perhaps we could do that? 
There is a lady’s outfitters very close 
by which carries an excellent range of 
lingerie and nylons. Perhaps you 
could slip out and come straight 
back. Yes? Nylons ... with a pretty 
suspender belt?” 


It was of course a test of the 
willingness which would be needed 
in her job. Perhaps Valerie realised 
this. She said yes, certainly. 


At the door his hand briefly fondled 
the surging curves. He would look 
forward to seeing her again. 


Walking her to the door Mr Vinley had 
a chance to get a better look at 
Valerie’s bottom. Swaying ripely in 
the fitting skirt it did look just as 
impressive as Fiona had reported. At 
the door his hand briefly fondled the 
surging curves. He would look 
forward to seeing her again in 
perhaps an hour, he said. 


Valerie said a smilingly submissive, 
‘Yes Mr Vinley.’ She was directed to 
the shop by Fiona, and was back 
within the hour. Standing before Mr 
Vinley again. Wearing nylons now, 
fastened by a suspender belt. 


‘Can you show me?’ Mr Vinley asked. 
‘| would like to see that you’ve 
chosen the sort of thing that will 
please our customers. And of course 
your knickers. | can check at the 
same time if they’re also suitable. Is 
that alright?’ 


Was it? Valerie Kulzar looked just a 
little disconcerted. But clearly it 
could all be part of the testing. 


‘Lift your skirt,’ she was told. ‘Up 
round your waist. Or, as | see it is 
rather tight, it might be best to take it 
off. Yes?’ 


There was a long moment’s 
hesitation, as  Valerie's self 
possession and composure were 
tested no doubt close to their limit. 
Her cheeks were a darker hue, as 
errant thoughts no doubt careered 
through her head. Was she possibly 
being asked to do embarrassing 
things just because she was an 
Asian? Things that a blonde English 
girl would not be asked? There was 


no real way of knowing. But Mr Vinley 
was undoubtedly trying to test her, 
whether she was Asian or not. And 
she really did want this job. 


So Valerie's fingers finally went 
compliantly to the zip of her skirt. 


‘Now the slip,’ Mr Vinley said. ‘Is that 
a waist-slip? Take it off as well.’ And 
so the pale blue slip followed the tight 
skirt. Valerie retaining her 
composure, though perhaps with 
difficulty, as she slipped out of one 
and then the other. 


‘Very nice indeed,’ James Vinley 
approved. Matching the now 
removed waist-slip were brief pale 
blue knickers cut high on Valerie’s 
really magnificent hips. The 
statuesque coffee-coloured thighs 
were now in dark nylons fastened at 
mid-thigh with the straps of a darker 
blue lacy suspender belt. 


James Vinley gazed. Makes 
appreciative sounds. ‘Oh yes! Really 
delightful Valerie!’ Then, ‘Could you 
turn now please?’ 


A real bottom-man’s dream. Mr 
Vinley tells her to hike the knickers 
higher. 


She does, to display that truly 
magnificent arse, only partly 
contained in the high-cut knickers. A 
real bottom-man’s dream. Mr Vinley 
tells her to hike the knickers higher. 
Up high into the cleft of the buttocks. 
And Valerie again, after a moment’s 
hesitation, does. Because clearly she 
is being tested. 


The view with her holding the 
knickers yanked up high is even more 
breathtaking. And now, perhaps with 
the feeling of really wishing to test 
her, Mr Vinley tells Valerie to take the 
knickers down. He wants them off. 
Her bottom bare. He needs all that 
abundance of creamy-coffee flesh 
nude to his gaze. 


And his hands. When she has shortly 
once more forced herself to comply. 
Sliding the knicers down, to bare her 
bottom. James Vinley.is standing 


now. Close behind her. His two 
hands holding the magnificent 
cheeks. 


As he holds her nude bottom in his 
hands he says he would like to see 
her tomorrow. At his house. 


Caressing her magnificent bottom he 
tells Valerie how to get there. They 
are going to be out in the garden, for 
some more testing. Training. So if 
she can bring some things suitable 
for working in the garden 
Tomorrow, at say two pm? 


Trembling somewhat, Valerie says 
yes, that will be convenient. As she 
tries to shut out the fact that she 
somehow here in Mr Vinley’s office 
has no skirt or knickers on. With the 
manager’s hands doing what they 
are doing to her nude bottom. And 
tomorrow at his house? But she 
doesn’t want to think about -that 
either. Only that Mr Vinley has said he 
thinks yes, she will get the job. 


Then one more thing. Before Valerie 
can replace her knickers and skirt. 
Bending over Mr Vinley’s desk. Face 
down on its polished top. And parting 
her legs ... for Mr Vinley’s hand to 
slide in between. She makes a little 
gasping sound. Wanting to blurt, ‘No! 
No please!’ But doesn’t, only making 
more gaspy noises. As Mr Vinley’s 
fingers get to work on her. 


* * * 


They are going to do some 
gardening, Mr Vinley tells Valerie 
when she arrives. Some quite hard 
physical work as a test of her fitness 
and also of her capacity to submit to 
possibly demanding requests. He 
smiles at her. Is she feeling fit? Mr 
Vinley is in old clothes today not a 
smart business suit like yesterday. 


When finally he had her over his 
desk, with his hand at her pussy. 
Working her up, and bringing her 
finaly to a big, shuddering orgasm. 


Valerie smiles back, but it is a 


somewhat unsure smile. After 
yesterday shs is definitely 
apprehensive as to what this 


afternoon will bring. After what 
happened in Mr Vinley’s office. When 
finally he had her over his desk, with 
his hand at her pussy. Working her 
up, and bringing her finaly to a big, 
shuddering orgasm. 


That of course is very much in her 
mind now. What Mr Vinley did and 
her eventual abandoned, 
uncontrolled response to it. Valerie 
tries to thrust it from her mind. 


They have gone into the lounge of his 


— 
EA 


BEAT THE RECESSION 
BEAT THE DEPRESSION 
BEAT THE BOTTOM LINE 


And the BOTTOM LINE is the high price of magazines. 
So until 31st October 1992 only, 


BUY ONE — GET ONE FREE 


Yes, you can buy any magazine advertised in this magazine and get any other to the same value, 
ABSOLUTELY FREE!! 
You just pay the postage on your free choice magazines. (Abroad rates also apply) 


And you can do this to any value, 
|.E. Buy £30 worth of any magazines and select another £30 worth absolutely FREE!! 
Just adding the overall postage 


kkkxkxkxk*kx ALSO XXIII 


SPEND OVER £100, 
SELECT £100 WORTH OF FREE MAGAZINES 
AND THEN GET THE NEXT EDITION OF BLUSHES, 
ABSOLUTELY FREE. 


Another £10 saving, sent to you as soon as it comes off the presses. 


We try for return of post and certainly send under plain cover. 
Send payment by cheque, or crossed postal order, made payable to: 


“PRESS SALES” 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 
Cash should only be sent Registered Post. 
FOR POSTAGE AND PACKING 
Please add 30p per item (U.K.) Please add 50p per item (Europe) 
Please add £2 per item (U.S.A. or CANADA) and THE REST OF THE WORLD 


50 


palatial house. She has brought 
some old clothes as instructed but 
Mr Vinley in fact says he has some 
things of his own she can wear. He 
shows her a pair of wellies and socks 
plus a pair of shorts and an old 
anorak. The shorts are sky-blue and 
elasticised and Valerie can see they 
are going to be tight. 


Mr Vinley tells her to get changed. 
She won't need anything 
underneath, he tells her. No 
underwear. He smiles. They won’t 
need the stockings and suspender 
belt in the garden. ‘Or knickers or 
bra,’ he adds. 


lt is evident that she is meant to 
change here, in front of Mr Vinley. 
She doesn't want to, she would like 
to ask if she could go into a bedroom 
to change. But she doesn't want to 
disagree or refuse anything, not if she 
can help it. And after yesterday, 
getting changed in front of him 
shouldn’t be such a problem. In any 
case perhaps she wouldn’t want to 
suggest going into a bedroom. 


His hands grabbing at her. On her 
big boobs. On her bottom. At her 
pussy as well. It makes her sweat. 
She tries to take it lightly, not make 
a big thing of it. 


Mr Vinley does get in to close 
quarters as Valerie changes. His 
hands grabbing at her. On her big 
boobs. On her bottom. At her pussy 
as well. It makes her sweat. She tries 
to take it lightly, not make a big thing 
of it but ... yes, it makes her sweat 
alright. Finally she has the things on. 
The old anorak with nothing 
underneath, and the sky-blue shorts. 
They are extremely tight. Even tighter 
than she thought they would be. She 
tries to make a little joke about it, 
about her big bottom in the very tight 
shorts. To ease the tension she is 
feeling now. But at least has got the 
things on. And Mr Vinley was only 
grabbing, nothing else. She had 
imagined there might be something 
else. 


Outside they walk across the large 
expanse of lawn to an area which is 
not cultivated. Mr Vinley says he 
wants some of the soil moved. There 
is a barrow, and some spades etc. 
This is going to show if she is fit and is 
able to exert herself, Valerie is told. 
And there is something else. 


He shows her a bundle of long thin 


canes bound together at one end. To 
form a kind of birch. 


‘Have you ever been caned? Or 
birched?’ Mr Vinley asks swishing 
the canes briskly through the air. 


Valerie utters a tremulous ‘No ..!’ The 
wicked looking rod and her bottom in 
the tight-tight shorts: it is a 
combineation that makes her feel 
faint. He can’t mean it! But of course 
he can, she knows he can. 


‘The cane and the birch are very 
effective in getting a girl trained 
Valerie. A well-trained girl needs to 
have experience of one or the other. 
For one thing you will certainly find 
that some of the clients you will be 
dealing with will enjoy using such an 
implement. As a stimulant to ... shall 
we Say further intimacy.’ 


What did that mean? Valerie didn’t 
want to know what it meant. Not now, 
at this moment. She didn’t want to 
know anything about these clients, 
not for the moment. Was there the 
fleeting thought that maybe this job 
with the bank, would be too much to 
take? Yes maybe there was — but at 
the same time she did really want a 
well-paid job, and one where she 
could wear smart clothes. This job ... 


‘Let’s get started then,’ Mr Vinley 
says. ‘Digging out some of this heap 
of earth and barrowing it over there. 
Let me see how you get on. A lovely 
big girl like you Valerie, | expect 
you’re very strong.’ 


It is possibly his joke. Valerie might 
be a big girl but she isn’t strong. She 
didn’t do a great deal of exercise. 
And shovelling this heavy earth and 
pushing the barrow, it is really hard! 
Her legs and arms are soon aching 
dreadfully. 


‘Keep going,’ Mr Vinley says sharply. 
‘Or maybe it’s time for our first break.’ 


But by break she doesn’t mean a 
rest. He means those canes! 


‘Get over young lady. Let’s warm you 
up a bit. To keep you going.’ 


Valerie tries to protest. She doesn’t 
need it! She redoubles her efforts but 
Mr Vinley grabs her and takes the 
spade away. ‘Come on. You heard 
me. I’m going to give you a little 
taste.’ 

Unhappily she bends over. Thrusting 
out those quite magnificent moons. 
James Vinley goggles. Feeling his 


pulse racing — and also his penis 
stiffening. He flexes the whippy rods. 
Then brings his arm down. 


THWAPPP ..!! 


Valerie gives a desperate shuddering 
yelp. Her bottom feels as if she has 
just sat on ared-hot girdle. It feels as 
if she has perhaps been cut in two. 


THWAPPP ..!! 


A second one scorching her ample 
seat. Another desperate yell. Valerie 
wavers, big bottom lurching, as if she 
is going to fall in a heap on the 
ground. 


‘Stand up,’ Mr Vinley tells her. “Let's 
take the shorts down. Don't you 
think? So you can really feel it. | know 
you want to experience the real thing, 
on the bare meat of your bottom.’ 


Valerie makes a screeching sound of 
protest. Her bottom is already killing 
her. But Mr Vinley is insistent. A girl 
can't get proper training wearing 
shorts, even though these are skin- 
tight. She needs to have it on her bare 
bum. For one thing that is what the 
bank’s clients will want, those of 
them who like to use a cane or the 
birch on a girl. They will quite 
definitely want to do it on the bare. 


The thought shoots through her 
head that maybe he is going to 
cane her tits as well. But hopefully 
Mr Vinley just wants to grope and 
fondle them. 


He doesn’t only want her shorts 
down, Mr Vinley wants Valerie’s 
jacket unzipped and pulled open too. 
The thought shoots through her head 
that maybe he is going to cane her 
tits as well. But hopefully Mr Vinley 
just wants to grope and fondle them 
— which is what he is doing as soon 
as she has the jacket open. Just a bit 
of pleasurable groping at her big, big 
knockers. Whereas her bottom ... 
Valerie’s stupendous wobbly arse, 
oh there is no doubt there. No doubt 
what he wants to do to it. To that 
nude creamy flesh with now the twin 
red stripes which have been put on 
through the shorts. Oh yes. 


Mr Vinley has let go of her tits. 
Valerie’s bottom is beckoning. With 
now the brief shorts tucked halfway 
down her ripe thighs. Nude and 
gleaming, and it seems almost 
inviting another caning. This time a 


proper one. 


Valerie forces herself to comply. To 
bend over. Right over.Sticking it out. 


‘Keep it still,” Mr Vinley tells her. 
THWAPPP ..!! 

‘No .. 0000000hh ..!!’ The pain now 
of an entirely different dimension. 


Like liquid fire. She gasps for breath, 
struggling to handle it. Clenching and 


rolling the meaty buttocks which are 
screaming out at the savage injury. 


‘Keep still Miss. Or PII...’ 


THWAPPPPP ..!! 


‘Keep caning all afternoon ...’ 


* * * 


It didn't last all afternoon but the 
caning went on for a quite a while. It 


was training, Mr Vinley emphasised, 
and a girl couldn't have too much 
training, could she? So she certainly 
needed  sufficient. Here this 
afternoon, and there will have to be 
other afternoons as well. But this 
afternoon is intended as a good start. 
James Vinley had every intention of 
using the afternoon well, of making a 
good start with Valerie Kulzar. Of 
making a firm and solid start on that 
splendidly meaty bottom. 
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The shorts had to come down 
again. And Valerie made to bend 
over again for another breath- 
snatching thrashing. 


So he gave her five or six on the 
bared globes and then she could pull 
up the shorts to do some more 
energetic digging. And then when 
she was weakening again, with her 
arms, shoulders, her back, those 
meaty thighs, all killing her ... the 
shorts had to come down again. And 
Valerie made to bend over again for 
another breath-snatching thrashing. 
And then some more work with the 
spade, and trundling the earth-filled 
barrow, before yet again the same 
ritual. Shorts down. Bend over. 


After the third (or is it the fourth, her 
head is in a tizzy by now) the ritual 
does change. She is made to bend 
over again for another session with 
the whippy rods. Tremblingly 
awaiting their hot caressing kiss. But 
instead it is something else. It is Mr 
Vinley, without now his whip in his 
hand. His two hands come round to 
fondle her heaving tits. And then, the 
hands are at her glowing bottom. And 
there is something else there too. 


“No .. 000 ..!’ she mouths. But 
without a great deal of conviction. 
For one thing she is close to being 
beyond caring. It is Mr Vinley’s erect 
penis of course. His hot bare flesh 
sliding in the now wet furrow at the 
tops of her thighs. It is anyway what 
Valerie had half expected all along. 
Or at least at the beginning, though 
Mr Vinley has subsequently seemed 
quite single-minded with that 
dreadful bundle of rods. But this ... 


She gives a shuddering groan as it 
finds her slick tunnel. The mouth of 
her vagina. The enclosing flesh which 
eases easily to allow the stiff organ's 
entrance. 


In her ear Mr Vinley breathes, ‘On- 
the-job training, that's the thing, eh 
Valerie. A nice warming up with the 
stick .. and then a bit of the other.’ 
He is sliding, gliding in and out. 

‘Yes, you're goingto do really well my 
lovely.’ 


END 


Thrusting out those quite 
magnificent moons. James Vinley 


goggles. 
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Janus Correspondence Special Nos 1, 2 and 3 
£10.00 per copy MISTRESS No. 4 to No. 29 £6.00 per copy 
MISTRESS No. 30 to No. 35 £7.00 per copy 
KANE No. 46 to No. 54 £8.00 per copy DEAR MISTRESS No. 36 to No. 47 £7.00 per copy 


KANE No. 55 to No. 58 £10.00 per copy 
VIXEN No. 4to No. 25 £6.00 per copy 
VIXEN No. 26 to No. 32 £7.00 per copy 
VIXEN No. 33 to No. 45 £7.00 per copy 


We try for return of post and certainly send under plain cover. 
Make Cheques and P.O.’s payable to: 
“PRESS SALES’ 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 


FOR POSTAGE AND PACKING 
Please add 30p per item (U.K.) 
Please add 50p per item (Europe) 
Please add £2 per item (U.S.A. or CANADA) 
AND THE REST OF THE WORLD 
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